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besc,* whose name was held in abhorrence by the people for his affair at the Tuileries; she belonged, moreover, to the house of Lorraine, and that was enough to render her suspected. She was therefore detained, but, thanks to Junot, this measure, which might have assumed a most serious character, was productive of no other unpleasant result than the mere fact of her apprehension.
Madame de Brionne was conveyed to the best inn in the town, and Junot persuaded the Mayor's officers to go themselves and examine her. <(She is a woman,>J said                                !
he; (< you do not arrest her by virtue of a warrant, since you have no commission to do so, but you act out of patriotism; you have received information upon which you act: so far all is right. Consider, however, that your information may be false, and that your action then becomes the more vexatious, inasmuch as there is no just cause for it: you must act then as if you doubt whether you be right; and, besides, she is a woman and we are Frenchmen. ^
They replied to Junot with cheers, and, in consequence of this harangue, it was resolved to proceed to the noble                                |
traveler, who, not having been forewarned, had well-nigh                                ?
marred  everything.     She  had  thrown herself on a bed                                I
upon pretext of fatigue, but probably to avoid the ceremonial of bows and courtesies; she shrunk from the idea of desiring people such as she then saw to sit down in her presence.
By a very simple accident, however, her stratagem was thwarted. The Mayor being absent from the town, there came in his stead an extremely vulgar fellow, who, on entering the room, threw himself into an armchair, saying: <CI beg your pardon, citoyenne^ but I am heavy, you see (he was full two hundredweight), and by your leave I will sit down.**
At this  intrusion Madame de Brionne half raised her-                                {
self on the bed, and lifted up her head with an expression which gave her a most gigantic stature of twenty cubits. (( By what right, sir, do you interrupt my journey ?}) said she to the fat man who acted the part of Mayor. <( Is this the liberty people now enjoy in France ? I insist upon your suffering me to proceed this instant.1*
* And of the Prince de Vaudemont.which the young aid-de-camp then hud, and pulled il sharply. The pain was HO acute that Junot could not suppress a faint cry; he smiled, but turned pale as death and then alarmingly red.  Junot doted on his children.   Who can know, as I have
